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SHEPPEY; Me?

DR. JERVIS: We want you to go Into a home for a while

where you'll be comfortable and looked after properly.

[MRS. MILLER, FLORRIE and ERNIE at once see what

this means. MRS. MILLER can hardly restrain a start

of dismay.

SHEPPEY: I'm not going to no 'ome. Can't spare the time.
I'm a busy man.

MRS. MILLER: Couldn't we look after 'im 'ere?

DR. JERVIS: It's not the same thing. My doctor friend is
at the head of a very good hospital. You'll be under
his direct care. I don't say you're seriously ill, but
you're ill, and you want proper attention.

SHEPPEY: You know, doctors don't know everything.

DR. JERVIS: They don't pretend to,

FLORRIE: It's silly to talk like that, dad. If Dr. Jervis says

you're ill, you are ill.
SHEPPEY: I know more about me own 'ealth than 'e does.

DR. JERVIS: Why do you say that? I'd never pretend to
know as much as you do about the care of the hair.

SHEPPEY: Sit down, and just let me ?ave a look at your 'air.

DR. JERVIS: Oh, my hair's all right.

SHEPPEY: That's what people say. There's many a man
walking about London now with a bald *ead who'd 'are
a good 'ead of 'air if he'd taken my advice in time.

DR. JERVIS: [Humouring Mm.} All right, you have a look
at it.

[He sits dom and SHEPPEY steps over to him. He fakes
a glass out of his pocket and inspects the doctors
hair.

SHEPPEY: Been falling out a bit lately?
DR. JERVIS: A bit, you know.  I'm getting on.
SHEPPEY: It's just as I thought. If you don't do something